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THE   LAND   OF   THE   LAMAS

friends?" although I had not perhaps exchanged ten
words with, him in my life. He spoke neither Chinese nor
Tibetan, but an energetic-looking man of about forty,

who was squatting on the ground near him, translated my
Tibetan into Mongol for him. This man was his steward
of whom I had heard at the Yillage of Baron, where